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" But what is your name ?" Sister Agatha asked.
"You're a very merry lad." "An orphan, Miss.   I am Barney O'Toole, And the neighbours say that in playing the fool
I drive them almost mad.
" It's a fault I have that I love a jest,
Indeed I do, most dearly.
When I read all the jokes in the comical papers, I feel like a divil acutting his capers,
They make me feel so queerly.
"And hundreds I know, and I fire them off
On every chance I can, But I've never made one of my very own, For whenever I try, my head's like a stone,
And my brain like a warming pan,
"There's 4Cough' and 'Coffin.'   All the night long
I thought till my head 'gan to ache. I'm sure there's a good joke hidden somewhere, But I scratched my head and tugged my hair, Yet never a one could I make.
"It bothers me, Miss, but perhaps one day
I shall make a joke of my own, Signed, * Barney O'Toolo,' a real tit-bit, And the folks they will read and their sides will split,
And with laughter they will groan.